recollection of Olga rather hampering him in the exercise
of paternal authority,* Nor did he venture to extract a
promise.

A certain modesty had kept Antoine at home all the
morning. He now thought he had done all that was needed
to satisfy discretion and propriety. When his father had
departed to the funeral, he announced that he was going
for a walk to the Square Saint-Pierre, and ran to the Rue
Durantin. Yvette was not at home. He went and knocked
up-M. Coutelier in the hope of getting some news of her.
The inspector opened his door a few inches, and replied
with emphasis :

'Monsieur, I no longer know the person who dishonours
that name, and refuse to speak of her. Good morning.'

The concierge not being in his lodge, Antoine had no
other resource but to enquire from Paul. He found him in
the cellar of the restaurant, occupied in sorting and checking
wine. Taking off his blue apron, Paul laid it across a plank,
on which they sat down side by side.

' Yvette left this morning for Vendome to spend a week
with an old aunt.*

* Did she get seats on the train ? *

c She went by car. A bit of luck. Some people going to
Tours, I believe.'

Antoine asked if she had left a letter for him, or any
message with Paul. No, Yvette had written and said
nothing.

6 You ought to drop that affair/ said Paul.

* Don't be a fool.   Why should I stop seeing Yvette ?
I love her as much as I did yesterday, and even more. I shall
go on seeing her every day as usual.'

f You will do what you like, but what happened yesterday
looked to me like the end of the story. In your place^
I wouldn't try to see Yvette again. You have three months
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